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HO! FOR THE FAT LADY

Then There Was Your
$

Dear Old Friend, the
Volunteer Repairer.

THE SHIRT WAIST GIRL.

She Makes the Pathway Billowy,and Is a Companion
Piece for the Affectionate

Younff Man.
The Boulevard swarmed with wheels and

riders yesterday. All the "types'* were

out. There are hundreds of these, some

stranger and more readily picked out than
others. For instance, none could miss the
Fat Lady. All sympathize with her In her
elEort to be graceful and dignified, and
have wept with her in the realisation that,
despite her earnest endeavor, she reminds
one of a runaway lcebocr. When she gets
on a wheel she intrudes like a fire in a

livery stable.
All can be rolled into a composite descriptionthat will fit any one of her. Sipumpsait the pedals as though were

towing a wagon, and on her ^ce there Is a

look of determination get somewhere If
she has to run Sver everything on the p^e.
Her passion for clothes makes her look
larger th^n she la. When ahe gets a-wheel
she puts on a red waist and yellow shoes.
Of fourteen oDese ladies Observed m tne
para.de yesterday, nine wore rod waist*
and yellow shoes. The Fat I<ody *tit

keep her hair from falling over her eT:
She arrives ultimately somewheae, perl -#ps.

The .Volunteer Repairer.
Then ther is the geiytleman whio Is alwaysready to give advice <»ut your

wheel, and winds up by /i" It fOT
you. He Is, prominent on, the /llevard on
Sunday. He will scorch t* clocks and
run the risk of arrest to r.et to the scene!
of an accident. He pusher, his way through
the crowd and Insists or- taking (marge of
affairs.
A crowd was gathe- ed yesterday about a

cnarming young woman who was making
1 utile efforts to fW a broken pedal. The
Volunteer Repairer, with great deliberation,took the .cheel apart smeared his
cuffs and trous *rs with oil, tore off a portionof the kirt-guard and bent one of
the spokes. Then he told the young woman
to rake It r j a repair shop.
"Oh." s'-e said, "it's not my wheel. It

belongs -o this lady," Indicating an aged
female with a Tabasco visage.. She took

. the w ^eel the ancient was holding, mount-
ed I** and rode away. And before tbe
V i^teer Repairer got the bicycle together

ancient threatened to hare him ajr^cad.He will be on hand next Sunday,
for he Is incurable.

Tbe Shirt Waist Girl.
The Shirt Waist Girl has taken to the

"hike," and she was ont yesterday, the
first occasion In 1897 when she could displayherself to advantage^ She shows
changes; she is Intensified. The opaque
waist with the starched bosom and the
stiff, white collar has no place In the procession.The waists this season are of
light, flinty material, goods that reveal by
suggestion, and cling. The collar sets low
enough to show curves, suggestions of dimples,and veins throbbing with the exertion.Riding against the wind tbe shirt

' waist veers like a sail, and plays fantastic
' capers In the Bunllght

Of all types on the bicycle the Shirt Waist
Girl is the prize winner. Before June rolls
around ..<? Boulevard will be a billowy
sea of shirt waists, a see of filmy, caressing
garments Iron, curb to curb, the sign of a
wpe, the trade mark of the Shirt Waist

Tbe Aftecttonatt Young Man.
Every ftS knows tha Affectionate Young

Man. bat sb« never know Mm to become
so virulent as be 1* when she goes bicycle
riding wtth Mm. Ha la seise*! with a desireto "hold hands,** as Lew Dockstader
calls It. Ha wants -3 hold the moist palm
of the girl, and one does not have to watch
the Boulevard parade a great length of
time In order to detect him. He tides along
very three minutes. Nearly always he is

tiding dose to h - hjxaa.0 companion,
Steadying his wheel with his left hand and
holding ate right tightly clasped over her
left as It rests on the handle bar of her
wheel.
Again he oomas by with his right hand on

her shoulder, occasionally allowing It to
wander iowm to her waist, as If by accident.But he doesn't fool The crowd. Tha
Chances are ho will never bo satisfle 1 until
he gets a wheel that will allow him to
teke his girl riding on his lap,

TO WHEEL OR NOT TO WHEEL?
Massapequa Doesn't Want Cyclists on

Her Sidewalks, but Can't
Well Present It.

Massapeijua is a quiet little town on

jjOiDgOUUiW, frWSM* trtf -CJ-Qii U illilea

from New Xork. By comparison to it*
Sleepy Hollow must have been a bowling
Coney Island. Had Rip Van Winkle selectedJdassapeQua for bis twenty years'
nap, m all probability pe would be asleep
yet. The JAassapequan., have not learned
yet that bicyclimj Is a line art, and are in.
arms against wtfeeimen win traverse their

Sdowalks by day and night. Last year
ie citizens say they were crowded off

the sidewalks by .iders who refused to
use the road. One Sunday they took undisputedpossession of the town, and
dwellers therein were compelled ho keep
to their cottages and hotels. A demand
was then made that the law should be
enforced.
The law says bicyclists riding on the

sidewalk sbaJU pay a fine of not levss than
$5o. Several arrests were inaue, the
cyclers being taken before Justice James
Iv. Seaman, at Wantagh. The Justice is
up-to-datft. He sympathized with the

1 the fine was exeessive and
se It. He now declares the
"he attention of the Highers,but they have taken

1,000 wheelmen passed,ua, un<L although the vlldamizedroadway, a matoprefer the sidewalk,
ace, the Board of Police
ad the police force, co.miir,had been petitioned by

t all who violated the law*,
.al to the emergency, as one
rreet a thousand, -specially
lan caa't ride a wheel, and
tn. Furthermore, there is
>equa, and it's a eonsiderwhereat best only

>dated with cells. So
fled over th© law, and

jr they will continue to'
Commissioners meet at

a* n AigjtiLer penalty 10 nc

iber of bicyclists ever vismdthan yesterday. The
,reat that the Lgng Island
>auy sent out a special train
ou for their accommodation
lp. it is estimate, they

J wheeia.
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Romantic Marriage
of a Couple at

Coney Island.

WHEELED TO CHURCH.

Minister Tied the Knot
After the Close ot

His Sermon.

THEY SPEEDED AWAY.
/

Last Seen of Joseph Perez and
Geneva Redpath, His Bride,
They Were Riding Side by

Side on the Cycle Path.
"We wish to be married."
He was a man In a bicycle costume, who

said this In the Coney Island Police- Stationlast night With him, also in bicycle
costume, was a young woman. Her garb
was modest, her face hand.some. She wore
a dainty black cap, und.&r which her black
hair was colled.
Hand In hand they stood before the desk

at which Sergeant Spreckley presided. He
ptammered ' jls embarrassment, she
blush** c0 the roots of her hair.

'

£es, we w'ish to be married," she said
In response to a question by the sergeant.

MI can't marry you, but the Rev. Dr,
Frank N^ble can do so. You will find him
at the Brighton Chapel. Here Is a note."
Tt sergeant seized a slip of paper, and

on wrote these words;
ttend to this at once."

.« gave the note to a messenger, and he
ceded the couple to the chapel, where

/0 persons were listening to the sermon,
xfce messenger walked up the main aisle
pf the chapel, ascended the chancel steps
ana placed the slip of paper at the minister'sright hand.
Without pausing In his discourse the

preacher read the missive, motioned to
Deacon Peterson, and he came forward.
While they conversed the services were
stopped for a few moments. At the conjelusion of the Interview Dr. Noble said he
would attend to the matter at the close of
his sermon.
The deacon resumed his place In his pew

after relieving the anxiety of the expectant
wuyic, oluvu in tut? 1 cat ui Lilt: auuitorium.They took seats.
"The congregation will please remain

seated,'* said Dr. Noble, after he had pronouncedthe benediction, and the couple
came to the altar rail.
They proved to be Joseph Perez, of No.

544 Kosciusko street, and Geneva Redpath,
of Fifteenth street and Fifth avenue,
Brooklyn. He Is thirty-eight and she Is
twenty-two- years old. The ceremony was
soon over and Mr. and Mrs. Perez left the
church arm In ann. Outside they received
many congratulations, and were watched
while mounting their bicycles, which they
had left at the curbstone In charge of the
friendly messenger. Then they departed,
and the last seen of them they were riding
Side by side on the cycle path In the directionof Brooklyn. It was the first wedding
in bicycle garb Coney Island has ever
known.

UKDA1NEN. UKUW1NCU.*

He Struck the Strlngpiece of a HobokenPier and Went Down Besidethe Port mouth.
John P. Urbanek, twenty-three years old,

of No. 339 Park avenue, Hoboken, an'expertwheelman, was drowned yesterday
afternoon while riding his bicycle on the
Fifteenth street dock, Hoboken, through the
wfteel striking the stringplece.
Both Urbanek and the bicycle went overboard.His body and the wheel were recoveredabout twenty minutes after the accident.He was a clever swimmer, and It

Is thought he struck the sunken piles and
was stunned,
Urbanek was a member of the Hoboken

division of the New Jersey Naval Reserves.He spent the afternoon aboard the
United States shiD Portsmouth, on whirh
the naval reserve Is stationed, ile had his
wheel with him, and. shortly before startingfor home, went out dn the dock to
ride.
When he reached the end of the dock, on

his turns he started to make a wide turn.
Whether or not he lost control of his
wheel, will never be known, but as he
made the turn he rode between William
Brandt, of No. 52 Fourteenth street, and
the dock. The wheel swerved and struck
the string piece.TJrbanek was pitched head first from the
saddle and sent between the Portsmouth
and the dock. The wheel followed. The
ship and dock were crowded with membersof the naval reserve, and first to go
to Urbanek's rescue was August Harmon.
He sprang overboard and searched for the
unfortunate man. but waa unable to find
him.
One of the ship's boats was manned and

grappling irons brought Into play. After
twenty minutes' search the bicycle was
brought up and then the body was found.
Olty Physician Simon pronounced life extinct.
Morgue Keeper Parstow to- charge of

the body ana removed It to Urbanek's
home. The unfortunate young man was
the only son of a widow and her sole support.

A Spring Tonic
Is an absolute necessity to many. There's
nothing so good as Anhenser-Busch's MaltNutrine.thefood drink. Palatable and
strengthening. At all druggists..Advt.
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TOTTIE TANDEM ON MASHERS,
She Discovers an Objectionable Featureof Wheeling on the

Boulevard.

Bicycling has Its "behind the scenes" as
well as everything else In this life. II
isn't all down grade by any means, and as
we snln alonsr this vale of nunctures wi

meet many obstacles that forever loom up
like gray spectres or mile-posts on a

century run.
One of the most odious things in cycling

Is the bicycle "masher." "Adventures are

very nice, or would be if we were the girls
in Anthony Hope's novels. But nice young
men with regular hope-to-die bank accounts
don't fall in .front of your wheel every
day; the deserted castles on Riverside
Drive don't stand with open doors; and
the only pirates to Inspire awo are the
"bicycle cops," and they are not intensly
romantic.
A funny thing happened yesterday which

will serve as a good example of what 1
wanted to say and was afraid to.
Since Jack and I broke our engagement

Jack has been twice as attentive. /That's
always the way. Let me tell you he walks
the chalk line now.

I wanted to go for a short spin, so Jaok
came for me, but mot with the tandem.
That hasn't been repaired yet.
Now, Jack is all right when it comes to

dinners and dances, but there Is no use
denying the fact, he can't ride a bicycle.
We nad not gone very far when he

begged off and wanted to rest.
,TJack," said I, "I've got more patience

than any other white woman on earth, but
I'm losing more of It on you than on any
man that ever pretended to know a bike
from a mill wheel. Ton can rest if you
want to. I'm going on. If you care to
catch up with me doni«t sit there and count
stars."
Jack is like the boy in the story that laid

In bed mornings until his mother vented
her scorn on him, and he excused himself
by saying he would rather be ashamed than
get up.

I knew Jack was horribly ashamed, but
that he'd rather be so and rest.

I rode on. After a time I got offand sat
on ohe of the wayside benches and counted
stars and wondered where Jack was. It
was growing dusk, and I scanned every
nttlr nf crnlf ofrvoHntya fViof n* V» 17Tod Kr
J/CAll VJ. X Ot-V/V. I l-l Ml. .. UIKU-U «'J
Jack's are the ugliest color that he could

p®
The Volunteer Repairer.

lafles H. Parkhurst's New

find, and In the dark It's the only way 1
can tell him.
Then one of the most typical types of the

Dicycie masner apearea. tie roae dj- slowly,turned and rode back, and smiled confi
dently at me aech time.

I began to get fidgety and wished Jack
would come along.' Back he came and stopped. I centred my

: attention on the Big Dipper.
"Good evening"

, A pause and no reply.
"Can I assist you?

» That was decent, so I had to say:
"No thank yoif"
"Light gone out? Better let me light it.'
"No.no.I don't want you to.thank

I you."
"Nice evening to ride," he volunteered.
Another pause like those In Olga Nether

sole's plays.
; "Don't you want to take a little turn?"

I looked down the road. A pair of hideous
golf stockings were pumping slowly my
way. All the joy fhe sight gave me I nevei
knew before.
"Why, I'd like to very much.but.er.

you see, my son Is coming, and I've got tc
> ride with him."

Just then that blessed Jack came up tc
us. Jack looks fully ten years older than
I do. The masher gave him one keen glanct

L and nearly fell off his wheel.
"Good Lord!" he gasped, and if he'd beer

a circus acrobat shot out of a cannon he
couldn't have got out of sight quicker.
Now Jack won't be satisfied/ with my ex

planatlons. TOTTIE TANDEM.

RUNAWAY SCARES CYCLERS.
One Woman Is Knocked Off Her

Wheel, but, Providentially, EscapesSerious Injury.
Shortly after 6 p. m. yesterday William

Oommiskey, of No. 21 East Third street,
was thrown from his wagon by a runaway
horse at the corner of Eightieth street
and East Drive. The horse took fright
at a party of ladles passing by on bicycles,and it shied to one side, throwing
Commlskey from the seat to the road.
The frightened animal continued run

ning, scattering the bicyclists and people
our ior a a rive in every direction, and
many narrowly escaped being run over.
Mrs. Davis, of No. 129 Wesx One Hundredand Thirty-third street, was knocked

off her bicycle, and the wheel was smashed.
This happened at West Seventy-eighth
street. At the corner of West Seventy-sixth
street the horse ran into a tree and fell
down. Mounted Park Policeman McCarthy
caught the animal. Mrs. Davis was not seriouslyinjured, and went home.
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The Shirt Waist Giri.
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Bicycle Suit.

HAS A NEW BICYCLE SUIT.
Rev. Dr: Parkhurst Aired It Last Saturdayon the foulevard and Discoursedon Scorchers.

Among the devotees of the wheel who
took advantage of the exceptional weather
last Saturday was New York's well-known
reformer, Rev. Dr. Charles H. Parkhurst.
Not only was he a-whe«l, but he was clad
In his new Spring bicycle suit.

; He rode from Fifty-ninth street to
Grant's tomb and back. He did not frown
on the bicycle girls, and they did not fear
him. They recognized him from his pictures,and as he passed them they remarked,/'There goes Dr. Parkhurst."
The Doctor appeared a trifle thinner than

usual, but a crreat deal mere trlo-nrena

What he seemed to have lost In weight
he had apparently made up in sinew, and
his voice was deep and resonant.
He wore a gray alpine hat with white

band. His suit was of gray and white
mixture. He wore knickerbockers. Yellow
golf stockings encased his legs below the
knees, and his shoe's were of regulation
bicycle pattern.
Dr. Parkhurst was alone and rode composedly,like a person who meant to get all

the good possible out of his seven-mile spin.
At the Tomb he stopped a few moments.
He was curious to know how many bicyclistswould pass in an hour.
"Is it a fact?" he asked, when told of a

CI..n^OT. - "O I- -A V -.
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passion the wheel has created. Still, thereIs great fun In a wheel. I have been ridingfor about a year and a half. There Is
no question about the good It does a man
or woman who needs diversion because of
overwork. At an odd hour a short spin
can be taken with the required result,
whereas circumstances would not allow of
any other kind of exercise.
"I'm a believer In the wheel, but I am

not a believer in the scorcher.the fellow
who cramps his body and leans forward as
If hft worn about to tnke n lonn nvor the
handle bars. Why not sit straight on a
wheel, or make the Inclination forward as
slight a Is possible? The other position cannotbe a healthful one."

Dr. Parkhurst was enraptured with the
view of the Hudson, nnd inquired about
good bicycle runs. A spin to Yonkers was
recommended to him. and he said he would
try }t the first available opportunity. He
departed from the Tomb, sitting erect and
taking in the sights as he went.
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MAD DOG IN
THEIR PATH.

Wheelmen Scared
on Bedford Hill,

Brooklyn.
SHOT BY A POLICEMAN

Animal Snapped at the
Tires and Caused
Women to Faint.

MRS. RINEHART AWHEEL.

Driver Held for Trial for RunningDown and Injuring a

Wealthy Woman, Who
Presses the Charge.

A mad dog ran amuck on the Brooklyn
cycle path yesterday afternoon. Had it
not been for Roundsman Barry's aim and
prompt action the consequences might have
been serious.
The scene of the shooting'was at the

Junction of Bedford avenue and ^Eastern
Parkway. Crowds of boys and girls, men

and women, were pedalling down the path,
when, at 4:80 p. m., a pug dog, frothing at
the mouth and dragging ten feet of clothes
line behind him, came dashing up. Wheelmensaw the danger, and the cry "Mad
dog!" was raised as they scorched away
in confusion. Men and boys abandoned
their wheels and climbed trees, while
others dived head flrst into the embankmentand deserted their machines.
In the restaurant at the corner women

and girls climbed on the tables, over the
counter and crouched behind the soda
fountain and lunch counter. Meanwhile
the dog ran toward the crowded shelter,
pursued by mounted Policeman Byrne. The
dog snapped viciously at bicycle tires and
then dashed Into a wheel which had been
abandoned by its owner. Roundsman Rerry,of the Twenty-second Precinct, sprinted
down the path, revolver drawn. The dog
turned and ran through the gateway into
the grounds of the shelter, scaring a photographernearly into tits. Roundsman
Berry tired his pistol and women fainted
at the report and men fell off their wheels
in the rush. As the smoke cleared away
the dog was seen lying In the dust trying
to rise. A second bullet did the work and
the dog was dead.

It was half ar hour before the scare subsided.
.Mr«. Rluehart on the Path.

Mrs. A. B. RInehart, the famous century
rider, of Denver. Col., was a Dromlnent
figure during the afternoon 011 the cycle
path. The grace and ease with which she
rode attracted much attention.
Charles F. Mosebeck, of No. 1338 Gates

avenpe, Brooklyn, was locked up in the
Seventeenth Precinct Police Station yesterday.charged with reckless riding. At
noon he went scorching along and at the
junction of Brooklyn, Glenmore and Miller
avenues rnn down Mrs. Anting, sixty-one
years old, of No. 2697 Fulton street. She
was badly shaken up and her scalp was
cut. The wound was dressed by Ambulance
Surgeon Martin, and she was taken home.
She declined to make a complaint against
Mosebeck, but he was arrested by PatrolmanJones. He left his wheel as security.

Driver Held for Trial.
Justice Steers, in the Flatbush Police

Court, yesterday held Paul Schar, of No.
41 Locust street, In $300 bail. The complainantwas Florence Shears, wife of DavidShears, of No. 155 Nevlns street, who
was run down on Flatbush avenue Saturdaynig)it while riding her bicycle. Mrs.
Qhrnirc rtnnoororl in onnrt in n hliiA wfllklnjy
suit and diamonds sparkled in her ears
and in a big cluster at her throat.
She declared that Schar, who was driving

a business wagon, ran deliberately over
her. She was thrown to the street and her
wheel damaged twenty-flve dollars' worth
by the hoofs of the horses, which barely
escaped trampling her to death. She receivedsevere injuries and had to be attendedby a physician.

THIS "BIKE COP" IS A RACER.
Policeman Labold, One of the New

Anpointees, rid. a Mile for
Andrews in 2-10.

When Police Commissioner Andrews,
who introduced the "bike cop" into the

nr<nonnooH fhof hlnvpln

squad would be Increased he received over

one hundred applications from members of
the force who wanted to be transferred to
the bicycle squad.
The applicants were turned over to ActingRoundsman Brown, one of the original

four "bike cops," and were "tried out" by
him at the Olympla track. The policemen
were put through tests of speed, mounting
and dismounting, and out of the one hundredapplicants the names of eleven were
sent to Commissioner Andrews as best
fitted for bicycle duty.
Policeman Labold headed the list, as in

the trials he covered a mile on a poor track
0.1A time

IU UCLICI luau .JlV.

t±ie attention of the CommTSSloner, who,
on looking up his record, learned that Laboldhad been on the force FfHt a few
months, and that prior to downing the blue
uniform and brass buttons he had been a

professional racer, with a good record and
a number of races to his credit.
The eleven policemen recommended by

Roundsman Brown were detailed to the
bicycle squad, but because their wheels
were not ready they were hot assigned to
duty yesterday.
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The Colored Man and Brother.

BEN .. ro
SCORCHERS.

City Magistrates
Express Deided

Opinions.
i

IT IS NOT IMMORAL

Crane Says It Is as

Good on ?"nday as

on Another Dav«
*

SOUND TALK ON FINES.

Dangerous Riding Is on the
Decrease; Scorchers Are SelJT.i ^- r* ^

uuin i aK.cn to v^ourt a

Second Time.

Magistrate Cornell was agreeably surprisedin Yorkville Police Court yesterdaythat only one bicycle rider was brought
before him fq(r reckless wheeling. The
scorcher was fined $3.
"I think bicyclists are getting better,"

he said, after court. "They have good
cause. I think a wheel brings a great
deal of innocent happiness into one's life.
When people feel happy they don't want to
be bad. I don't think it is a good plan
to fine scorchers over $3. I do not rememberwhere one of them has been brought
before me a second time. When fined
once it teachef them a lesson, and they
are careful not to offend again.
"Nearly all I have tried seemed to be

well regulated citizens. Many of them
work hard for a living and do not earn
much money, so that a heavy fine would
be a great hardship. I am lying fop the
scorcher and will not allow him to escape."
Magistrate Cornell said he wheeled to

Englewood last Saturday, and that It was
his Intention to ride after leaving the
court room. Magistrates Simms, Deuel
and Cornell often ride together.
ueuei is a wonaer, .Magistrate cornea

said. "He has more strength in his legs
than one would imagine. Simms is also'
a strong rider. He is now on his vacation,and I believe he is wheeling among
the Catskills."
.riagiairate Deuel on tlie Scorclier.
"It is impossible to stop scorching," said

Magistrate Deuel yesterday. "Some riders
would scorch if the penalty was six months
in State Prison. I think the penalty as it
is is the best deterrent that could be de->
vised, running from the minimum fine of
$1 to the maximum of $10. I have fined
many scorchers, and what makes me think
the penalty is effective is that I have never
had a scorcher before me a second time.
"I have made inquiries of policemen about

scorchers, and find one lesson is all they
require. Citizens hate to be arrested; they
hate to be compelled to leave their wheels
as security at a station house; they lmte
to lose me time necessary ror an uyyeuxaneethe next morning in a police court,
and they hate, above all, to pay a fine.

"If the scorcher hits any one, the party v

struck can appear against him, prefer a

charge of assault and take the case to the
Court of General Sessions as a misdemeanor.Should he happen to kill any one
while scorching, he is liable to be found
guilty of a felony. With these chances
staring him in the face, he is generally
careful.
"When I say it is impossible to stop

scorching I do not mean to say that scorchingwill always be as prevalent as it is
now. It is my experience that scorchers
are not as numerous as they were a year
ago, especially where there are policemen
mounted on bicycles.

"I ride a wheel. Last year I travelled,
5,500 miles on it. I observe riders 011 the
streets, and I must say it is seldom I observeone travelling at excessive speed. It
Is rather hard to judge when a rider is goingfaster than eight miles an hour unless

*h .1 i roto mHtPrinllv. I loam
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from observation that It is the policy of
the police to warn rather than arrest those
who exceed regulation speed but who do
not become speedy enough to be dangerous.
"On the bench it is my policy 'to be governedin the punishment of scorchers by the

circumstances surrounding their cases, as

they appear from careful inquiry. For instance,I fined one scorcher $5 yesterday,
and another $10. The first was scorching
along a straight road where there were
few pedestrians but many riders. While
he was going at a speed of fifteen
miles an hour, he was not in immediatedanger of running into anybodysave at crossings. The other scorched .

around the corner of Mount Morris Park
into One Hundred and Twenty-fourth
street at a high ra+- of speed. He could
not be seen until he came around the corner.I considered him the more dangerous
of the two, and fined him accordingly.

"I always fine to the limit men who
' « 11^/4

scorch at hours wnen me subcio m.

with school children. I also fine men heavilywho ride fast through streets where
children are playing."

Crane on Morality of Cycling.
Magistrate Crane said yesterday: "I am

decidedly in favor .of the bicycle. Of course

the law applying to scorching must be enforced.The fines are from $1 to $10, averaging,I should say, about $5 for each offence.My experience goes to prove that
bicycling promotes morality instead of immorality.It Is better to be od a whee,l
among the scenes of nature in the sunlight.breathing fresh country air, than
hanging ground saloons in the city. It is

comnanionshln of dissolute young
men on the streets af'A'ew York that is
most to be feared.

'

"I have no patience with the talk of
cranks about the ill effects of bicycling. It
is nonsenset and generally results from
Ignorance. I look on the bicycle as one

of the-greatest inventions of the age and
as a great benefit to a great number of

people.
"The bicycle Is building up thousands of

weak men and whom whom the doctors
have failed to cure. And another thing.
Bicycling is as good for man on Sunday
as on any other day. It is absurd to denounceSunday bicycling. There is neither
sense nor reason in the arguments against
it. What is good for man or woman, boy
or girl, on one da^ is good on another."

Braim in re. "Bilte" Punishments.

"In Imposing fines for scorching," said

Magistrate Brann. yesterday, "many facts

are taken into consideration. The circumstancesattending the act, the condition
of the thoroughfare, with reference to
pedestrians and the degree of recklessness
displayed by the offender are the main inionirics. When a mere technical violation
of the law is proved a small fine Is usually
imposed. In more flagrant cases, or where
the rider has before been arrested or

warned, a more severe punishment is
deemed necessary. In my opinion all the
Magistrates are actuated alike In these
cases, and the fact that at times heavier
HHPs are imposed u.v awi" ? uuc ovieijr u>

the nature and aggravation or the offence."

Wheelman Ran Over a Dog.
Albert L. Meyer, of No. 102 West Sixtyfifthstreet. rvhilc riding a bicycle on Hudsonstre-t yesterday ran over a dog and

was thrown. He received a fracture of the
left arm ai^d was taken to St. Vincent'*
Hospital.


